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8 BLACR QGABBS. ! minded children that we meet with now and) preted, * horribly beautiful ;’ and such it cer- 
= —== - then ; and at the first glance we assure our-||tainly was on the day that forms the epoch 

















Ferryman’s Daughter. — ot selves that, be their condition what it may, | of my sketch. 
A RUINE SKETCH. ‘they will inevitable make the best of it, I It was within a few minutes, more, or less 
BY T. C GRATTAN, ESQ. | thrive progressively through life, without any |\of four o’clock, on the 15th of September, 
Author of * High- Ways and By- Ways.’ | other distinction than that of always doing|| 1831, when I resolved to cross by the Sas- 


Ir is a pleasant arrangement among the! their duty. Susannah fully bore out the) bach Ferry and resume my evening walk on 
peasantry of all countries, that the ¢ d: ily | promises of her countenance. She was one| the other side of the river: for the mid day 
bread’ for which the fathers work so hard js Of the most diligent and orderly scbolars of | meal had been long over, and, like all eaten 
brought to them by one of their children. Sesbach school, the most attentive to the du-| bread, soon forgotten. But, on approaching 
This may appear a small matter: buttimeand ties of household affairs, and steady beyond | the well known boat, I paused to observe the 
circumstances often give great importance to Comparison in those she owed to her old ||innocent appropriation of the hour on the 
small matters. The precision with which the) father and her elderly aunt. She was twelve! part of my old acquaintance and his young at- 


German laborers rest from their: toil at ten Years old when she first attracted my notice; )|tendant. There stood Susannah in the mid- 








o'clock in the morning would of itself make! and her father had been ferryman of Sasbach || dle of the boat—her feet and legs unconscious 
one attach an exclusive value to that chosen | in the district or parish of Briesach for more|| of shoes and stockings ; and there sat old 
hour.—The thought that so many thousands | than double that number of years. And it|| Johan at one end of it, indulging in all the 
of rural workmen are at that givenmoment re-| must be confessed that old Reisacher had || garrulous greetings common to the proprie- 
tors of wrinkles and gray hairs. The coffee 
ly served by their sons or daughters, and ta-|| «bout by the east winds of }fe. He looked iF jug which he at times applied to his lips seem- 


king their simple refreshmenm with wholesome || More wern than his threse bare gray 


posing on the broad lap of nature, picturesque-| the appearance of one who had been blown 


jacket, !!ed to liquidize his imeginatior ; and, fron 


appetites and thankful hearts is a pleasant and yet there was an air of preci aution and his siniles and gestures I could fancy him: in 
| 


| 
man nature, It is pleasanter still to look|| length of days both to himself and to his ward- || The schwarz brod remained beside_ him for 


closely on some group in your field or garden robe. He was the oracle of his village anda’) eraver discussion. But just at that moment 
p cy ‘ : \| 
so employed, and preparatory hand washing remarkable man in his way. He could as-|) 


in the nearest fountain or stream might pre-|) Certain when a dog or a cow had been looked | 


pare you to expect a ceremony more ‘elabor- | at by an evileye ; and, if invoked, would coun-|| With all the bustle of one who wisely and 


thought. It puts one in good humor with hu- |, economy about him that promised an unusual! a diluted state of feeling altogether amiable. 


I was unfortunately perceived, and the meal 
came to an untimely end, 


ute than that of sitting down to eat a section] teract this spell by burning certain withere |) habitu: ily considers his business one of 
of dry brown bread—poetically black for the | weeds at midnight in presence of the afflicted more importance than his ease, friend Reisa- 
national motto of Germany Schwarzbrod und | | quadrupeds, He could, moreover, stop the || cher rose from his seat, laid his hand on the 
Freiheit is as much an exaggeration of fancy ! gaping mouths of insignificant wounds by the | oar and declared himself ready with his usual 
with regard to the food as to the freedom. inysterious utterance of two or three senten-|| obstinate activity; and on my stepping into 

This is the morgen brod of Germany and ces (which no one ever heard 5) and these | 


the aben! brod is an extremet for four o'clock, (when assisted by cobwebs or certain chewed 


‘the boat he proceeded to his angular transit, 
first against the current and then with it, with 


a connecting link between dinner and supper. leaves) had been known to produce very mi- || geometrical precision; and in five minutes 


Now happy is the man whose wife ean afford Taculous results |we were on the opposite side of the river, 


meals and happy was Johan Reisacher,. Not cise detail of his many superfluous accom- the dark and heavy autumn clouds that rolled 


to send him a jug of coffee at these middle But I must not trust myself with the pre- wong moved on in a sullen swell, reflecting 
; ‘ 
that he had a wife at the time I knew him, but, plishments. Let those already mentioned || slowly above. During those five minutes I had 


just a maiden sister who made his bed, his suffice; and let him stand out in my picture || succeeded in tempting the venerable eonnots- 


soup, and his coffee with due attention and ®S @ part and parcel of a group in which he | seur Lo accompany me to a village, not quite 
regularity. He had, however, a daughter— does not form the chief figure, an adjunct of | half a league from the ferry, for ‘the purpose 
the child of his old age, the consolation of the, that deep rolling river on which my scene is f looking at a wood ranger’s horse which, 
widower, his every day companion out off laid, in which he enthusiastically gloried, from iking liberal allowances for ihe errors of its 
school hours, the knitter and mender of his. @cenviction that he somehow (he knew not education and its potato diet was very much 
stockings, and the Hebe of his abend hrol how) belonged to it or it tohim. He used to the sort ofanimal that Thad a mind to purchase, 

Susannah Reisacher was one of those har-) Say, 48 he looked on in its angry moods, tha| ‘To ask the opinion of Johan Keisacher ou 


dy, straight forward 
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stron? built, and suber: it was * wasllish schen, which is being imter- ich a matter was to bind him to you for 
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ever. But I scarcely know what unlucky 
prophecy, or abortive imprecation might have 
followed the rejection of his advice if once 
solicited. There was a self-opinionated stub- 
bornness about him that never forgave a slight 
offered to his judgment. But I am agjin dip- 
ping into his character, when it was his 
daughter’s conduct I want to describe. 

* Susannah, child’ said the old man, * keep | 
the boat here, and wait for me, I shall be back) 
in three little half hours. Let no one per- 
suade you to cross, for the wind is rising, 
and the current is very strong: and the weath- 
er seems upon the change ; I feel that we shall 
have a squally evening. But I shall be with 
you in time to take you home, and excuse you 
from your good aunt Lena’s scolding for) 
staying out so long.’ 








‘'Tis true for you, Sir; I doubt if it be 
not in great danger,’ observed Johan, eyeing 
keenly the wave buffeted little craft to which 
I called his attention. It was heavily laden 
with a large freight of firewood, so heavily that 
even in the smoothest water, the gun-wale 
would have touched the water’s edge. It was 
in the middle of the river, endeavoring to 
force its way against the stream, by the aid 


effort of the men who managed it was baffled 
we could plainly see washing clear over it 
from stem to stern. 


‘Til just wish you good evening, Sir, and 


may have succeeded in passing»it before I 
arrive, for that ledge of rock just above the 





And so saying, he drew up, coiled the rope 
round a tree hard by, and away we went, the| 
weather-seer carefully avoiding to look up at 
the sky (which could have told any fool that) 
bad weather was coming) lest his atmospheric | 


sagacity might appear less profound than he | 


meant ine to believe it. | 

Susannah took out her blue worsted stock- | 
ing and multiplied its parallelograms, com-| 
fortably indifferent to the cold gusts that) 
swept across the valley. | 

But after a time the heavy cloud which old 
Reisacher preferred not seeing and the chill- 
ing wind which his daughter seemed deter-; 
mined not to feel, began to burst and hiss ;) 
and a sudden stop was put to one of my com-, 
panion’s vain glorious panegyrics on his own 
infallibility of judgment in matters of horse-| 
Hest by aloud crash of thunder. 


* There will be a storm,’ said I. 1 


*Aye indeed there will; but I scarcely 
thought it would be so bad as what is coming,’ | 
replied Johan, thoughtfully and staring full in, 
the face of the lowering sky. * Yet the child) 
need not get wet for all that, unless she likes 
it; for is not there the old tarpaulin and the 
oars, whereof she may make a covering ?’ 

[ saw clearly that old Reisacher was appeal- 


| 
ing to himself, rather than to me, so I waited: 
until his inclination prompted him to step out 
faster ov our way to the wood ranger’s house 
which we at list reached as nearly wet through 
as it was possible to be, The wood ranger was 
at home, but the horse was not; and the storm 
increased, and so at last did the father’s 
anxiety increase about his only child, 

* T must go back,’ said he, gazing from the 
eminence we stood on, towards the Rhine ; 
* Susannah will be frightened. Pray look at 
the river Sir, I never saw it more furious and 
never so suddenly aroused, 
schen! 


It is gasilich 
Ysn't it 2 


‘Tt isa fine sight to look at from this safe || 


distance.’ said T; * but it has few charms for 
the poor fellows in that boat, that is tossed 


about so roftighly,’ 


station is hard to steer past in such a dread- 
ful squall,’ said my companion, with benevo- 
lent anxiety. 

with him thus, 


But I was not disposed to part 

The danger to which the un- 
happy boatmen were exposed, was. attraction 
sufficient to lead me closer to the scene ; and 
old Johan and I proceeded rapidly together 
on our way back, burried silently forward by 
the force of mere excitement, and never 





| , 
jtheless gaining on us, as we approached the 


ferry in a now nearly parallel line with the 
| river, 

Every moment that led us nearer, showed 
us the increasing peril of the frail craft ; and 
[ thought I could distinguish at times a de- 
spuiring cry for aid from the two men who 
| were imperfectly manning her, and whose ges- 





|tures, as she was heavily tossed to and fro by 
‘the angry swell, spoke a plain story of terri- 
fied helpiessness.—A hollow in the road 
made us lose sight of her for a few minutes ; 
and as we ascended again in breathless impa- 
tience we caught a near view, which con- 
firmed our 


worst forebodings. The boat, 


either from the rudder being unshipped, or 


the man at the heli being washed down by a 


| wave, had turned completely round, and was 


swept across to almost the other side of the 


river, by the strong side wind, and the vio- 


lent eddy. Every wave threatened to swamp it | 


altogether; andl it was drifting fast into the 
ledge of rocks alluded to by Reisacher, and 
over which there was now a foam of breakers 


'scarcely to be believed by any one who has 
not seen the Rhine in one of its angriest 
j}moods. We were now within afew hundred 
yards of the Ferry. 

| "The cries for help were less frequeut for 
there was to all appearance no help at hand, 
| Four or five peasants, men and women stood 
fat diflerent points on the banks, throwing up 
their hands and screaming unavailing advice| 
rr consolation to the poor bouwtmen : ind] 
now and then the disuyal tt t them sh aul 


of a square and tattered looking sail, but every || 


hurry on to the ferry: and I hope the boat 


losing sight of the struggling vessel, which 
| though it made scarcely any way, was never- 


“me felt rather than heard as I and my old 
| Companion ran along the slippery road. 

| In a few minutes more the boat drifted 
| 


into an eddy most particularly dreaded by 
the old ferryman. 

‘Its all over with her now; and there she 
goes sure enough!’ exclaimed Reisacher, as 
a powerful wave caught the boat under the side 
_and turned it keel upwards, 

‘They must be lost before we can reach 
the river,’ added he, catching at the railing by 


by the extreme violence of the waves, which/| the roadside overcome by agitation and exer- 


tion, while I stopped to recover my breath 
_and stared down into the river from the pre- 
cipitate bank. ‘The rain now swept in sheets 
‘up the stream, and almost hid every object 
‘upon it; but I fancied I distinguished like a 
‘phantom boat in the mist, old Johan’s little 
skiff, striving to plunge through the wave, and 
rocked like a cradle by the opposite influence 
of wind and tide. 

‘ No, it cannot be! Yes—yes it is, it is 
Susannah striving to steer towards ihe wreck,’ 
exclaimed I involuntarily. 

The old man’s eyes, 


dim from age, but 
their vision quickened by affection were fixed 
like mine in straining scrutiny ; and when his 
gaze was sure of its object, he cried out in a 
tone of bitterest anguish— 

‘Oh, my child! My Susannah !—it is 
her—it is the boat. She will perish. Oh, 
save her! save her!—Herr Gott !’ 
| And with incredible speed he darted away 





I soon overtook 
him, and supported him on my arm, as 


from our resting place, 


he tottered panting and exhausted to the tree 
against which his litte skiff had erewhile 
_coiled.—We now saw it within fifty yards of 
jus on the boiling surf and the heroic child— 
her young heart buoyant with pity’s life blood— 
working her helm-like oar with all her strength 
‘and looking pale and stern at the rain and the 
waves, which drenched her through and 
through—at the furious wind which had loos- 
ened her long hair, and sent it streaming 
around her, at the broad lightning, which 
gave, at intervals, a supernatural bue to her 
whole person. She was, in a mintte or two 
; nore in the power of the formidable current 
in which the half drowned men now clung to 
their capsized boat, and she was nearly in as 
much danger as they were. It was a moment 
of actual distraction to her father, aud of in- 
describable awe to me. I[vever shall forget 
the sensation of that fearful interval of sus- 





} pence, 
The gray headed old man now gasped con- 
vulsively ; and wildly stretching forth his arma, 


he flung himself ou the earth as if to shut 


| out the scene of almost inevitable death. 


den - ’ - 

Phe despairing men were with hoarse, faint 
voices, hailing and cheering on the intrepid 
virl, and giving what suatches of instruction 


they could wtter us to the means of approat h- 
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ing them. But alas ! the utmost strength ofa 


vantages, aud she walked at the head of her brought to his berth for his i inspection. 
child fortified as it must have been by a pow- | 


erful feeling of religious confidence and a) i ades witha step as composed and a look as 


a 

The 
\eraft belonged to Nautucket, and was in 
;sand ballast. 





village schoolfellows in their daily promen- 
The mate of the vessel, some- 


noble courage ; was insufficient for so severe | unassuming as before the event which has what ofa wag and a doubter of the Captain’s 


a struggle ; and I had the deep anguish of || given her name its loval immortality. 


seeing the wreck and the forlorn brothers 


who hung upon it with a fierce yet enfeebled | has lost his old sister and giveu up the Ferry, || Captain Bunker’ 


|infallibilty, wet the lead and dipping it in the 
jballast carried it down to the berth. Old 
s eyes dilated with astonish- 


But since the year 1831 friend Reisacher 


grasp, swept by within a dozen yards of the But the gratitude of Martin and George || ment as he asked—* Do you say that you got 


Ferryboat. 

At this moment old Reisacher started up, | 
and he would have plunged into the merciless 
river, had I not forcibly held him back ; but 
screaming louder than the storm, his voice 
now reached Susannah, and it seemed at once | 
to paralyze her skill. She cast her looks by 
turns on the wretched objects she would have | 
saved, and on the half maddened parent who 
seemed rushing in frantic effort to assist her. 

At this crisis Martin Bucholz, one of the 
brothers, perceiving that their combined hope 


as he was, to the chances of the torrent. He | 


slipped down into the water, struck out his | 'G. Malbone, by birth a native of Newport, 
new-nerved arms to buffet every wave, and | Rhode 
rolling and plunging with the fierce energy } painter, The produc tions of his pe neil were 


of deepsir, he little by little approached the | 
skiff. 


strength and redoubled efforts. 


Susannah regained her presence of | ‘ted States, considered very fine. 
mind, and she labored ather oar with renewed | our personal, and 


She soon. 


| Buckholtz does not allow him to want the 


‘the gratitude of Martin, who is still unmar- 
l 


branch of the Reisacher family, 
ic 
I: 
of safety depended entirely on the possibility | 
of his gaining the ferry-boat—for his com- | 


panion could not swim—he resolved to trust striking anecdote of the 
himself, inexpert, exhausted and encumbered American painter to Benjamin West. 


\this sand by sounding ? 

‘ Yes, Sir,’ 

* Then Nantucket’s sunk and we are right 
lover Tupper’s Hill!’ 

The mate went on deck, 


‘comfort of a house in his old age, and I 


| shoutd not be at all surprised to hear at any 
| day (for Susannah is now seventeen) that 





ried, was about to give a still more perma- 
nent expression of his attachment to the 
younger remaining member of the female 


Tue true economy of housekeeping is 
simply the art of gathering up all the frag- 
inents so that nothing be lost. I mean frag- 
= {iments of time as well as matters. Nothing 
should be thrown away as long as it is possible 

— SS }}to make any use of it, however trifling it may 
Aneedote of a“ Painter. be 3. and whatever may be the size of a family, 
Tue Cincinnati Post gives the following |levery member should be employed either in 
introduction of an |/earning or saving money. 


| 
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thirty odd years ago there lived an Edward cafe | Raval | ( Repository, 








Island ; SATU RDAY, JUNE 9, 1838. 


by profession a miniature 











jainong the lack-judgment people of the Uni- ASR OF TR Vouems.—This Seenee Ce 

He was || 14th Volume of this work ; and again it becomes our 
<— | pleseureab ile duty to tender our unfeigned thanks to 
the kind friends, both patrons and correspondents, 


|who have so well sustained us in our labors through 


intimate friend; in one 


ofour voyages to Europe he went with us, 


, i , . : oe ’ 
met the bold swimmer; he grasped the||‘ to improve himself in the art,’ so said his |\the lapse of by-gone years; to some, it may be, 


° . i} . . . 
prow—heaved himself up the side—caught the || letter of introduction to Bexsammy Wesr. 


oar from his preserver’s hands—and though 


now a considerable distance from the heavy ||we went together to see Mr. West. We 


ror, and lifted him safely into the skiff. 
And how to describe old Reisacher’s de- 


light, quick following biS despair, as he saw 


the ferry boat bounding triumphantly across | same time producing, 


the waves, 


rolling wreck, he came up with it just as wee introduced him to the * President of the arts | 
brother was fainting from exhaustion and ter- || in Great Britain,’ as Napoleon called him’ 
| Mr. W. 


have you any specimens of your art with you?’ 


. . . | 
with its miraculously rescued | ashagreen case of an oval form of some four 


who have walked with us during the past year, we 
‘shall be called upon to extend the parting hand, if 
/80, we hope it will be in amity and good will, and 
ll that the y will be ready still to exert their influence 
n extending the circulation of our little sheet. We 


‘lo not complain, 


A day or two after our arrival in London, 





‘as the manner of some is,’ of a 


iT 
Hy 
said after reading his letter, * Sir, ir vant of punctuality among our subscribers, nor 


jhave we much reason ; but there are yet a few agents 


‘ and others who are still in our debt—wil] they be so 
‘1 have sir,’ was the prompt reply ; at ond pam Sen 1 our deb Il they rr 

f breast ket, ||8°° 1 as to consider that the pressure of the times 
rom a breast pocke 

I Ibex urs quite 


ty as 


as heavily upon the type-setting fraterni- 
i 
upon any other class of commuhity, and en- 


freight ;—the tears, the blessings, the th wnke- f inches by three, which contained a picture of i) de avor to remit the amount of their subscriptions 


vivings—the love, the pride, the gratitude !— 


all fell down in plenteous showers upon the! | resenting ‘the hours’ past, 


head of his child, or rose to heaven in fervid 
but silent thought, 


Susannah—calm, modest, and apparently ing to our friend, he said, ‘ Sir your lette ri 


unconscious if the midst of all our united 


. ; . . i 
praise and admiration—was destined to the 





conviction that she had done a virtuous and | 


heroic action without knowing at the tine its| 
uncommon merit. 
The Grand Duke of Bade on hearing the 


circumstance was pleased to bestow a gta- 


> 
tuity of two hundred florins on our little he- 
ial mark 


of distinction, bearing the inscription, 


roine, together with a medal as a sper 


‘She Trusted in God." 


She was when I lasts 


° 6 . » > | ‘ _ > - 
adventure, receiving the full benefit of an ex-||one Captain Bunker, 


coasters of the North that they can tell their || 


i! 


lof the sand brought from the bottom upon it. | 


| . 
aw her a year after the || A famous anecdote iu 


il 


cellent education ; for some voluntary sub-! 


scriptions procured her many additional ad 


and below, be direct 


‘at it attentively for some minutes, then turn- || 


| 
| Ir is the boast of the hardy fishermen and || 
] 


l}lead, and no other observation than a scrutiny 


|| three female figures, on a piece of ivory, rep- || without delay—by so doing they will essentially 


pre sent, and | bene fit, as well as oblige us, 





future, by their positions; Mr. West looked 
Letters Containing Remittances, 

|| Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 

the amount of Postage paid. 

T. R. Edgefield, 8S. C, $3,00; D. C. Schodack Center, 
| ae Y. 31,00; H. B. Cazenovia, N. Y. $1,00; R. K. Jobn- 
you may go home || son’s Creek, N. ¥.$1,00; P.M. South Corinth, N. Y. 
¢ || $1,00; T. H.8. Elba, N. Y.$1,00; C. 8S. W. Catskill, 


|| informs me that you came to London to im-| 


prove yourself in you art: 


by the first vessel, sir, there is not a man in| N. Y. $8,00; M. S. New-York, $1,00; P. M. Lenox, 
N. Y. $2,00; P. M. Sharon, Ct. $1,00; W. M.J. Essex, Vt. 
Europe can puint a picture like this.’ 1,00: P. M. Clifton Park, N. ¥. 62,00; P. M. Rossie, 





N.Y. 81,00; D. K. & 1. P. Portsmouth, Ohio, $2,00; A. L. 
Leon Mills, N. Y. 82,00; G. V. V. Pleasant Plains, N. Y. 
$100, 





Not to be Cheated. 
MARERIED, 


At Cairo, on the 20th ult. by the Rev. Mr. Brier, ‘Mr. 


} ‘ , , | | Casper V. H. Morrison, merchant of this city, to Mrs 
| whereabout without any othberipstrument than | Mary, widow of the late Col. Frederick P. Osborn, and 


|} daughter of Jolin C. Burhans, esq. of the former place. 





DIED, 
In this city, on the 29th ult. Sarah Maria, daughter of 
a branch of the great || Josephand Maria Adams, in he r 6th year, 
6 |} Onthe 29th ult. Catharine E, daughter of Theophilus 
and Jutia Ann Demick, aged 9 years and 8 months 
Ov the 2d inst. Edgar, sou of William Noyes, in his 11th 
Veal 


Nantucket, is told of 


amphibious fainily of Bunkers. Being sick 


ed that the lead should be 


—_— 
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| Thy neighbor ? ’tis the heart bereft 








— SBLBCT POBIRY 





Stanzas. 
TueERe’s many a word to fill mine ear, 
And eye to meet mine own ; 
And yet as if no soul were near, 
My heart is left alone: 
Full many a form of fairy mould 
And manly strength I see ; 
And yet my heart is growing cold, 
For lack of company. 


Though many a thought is given to me, 
And brilliant thing is said, 

Their words are measured carefully, 
And only reach the head ; 

They seem to me a sealed book, 
Which only meets my view, 

I know not ifa loving look, 
Or kindly word be true. 


I know not if their smiles express 
The happiness they feel, 
Or only hide the bitterness, 
They’d tremble to reveal ; 
I hear them laugh, yet cannot tell, 
From whence their signs of mirth ; 
If it be joy or fashion’s spell, 
To which they owe their birth. 


1 hear their reasonings profound, 
And watch their fancies play ; 
Yet like a momentary sound, 
They pass from me away : 
One, smile in which the soul hath part, 
One look of sympathy, 
The silent language of the heart, 
Were worth them all to me. 


Their kindness may be but a show, 
Their truth uncertainty ; 

The very faults of those I know, 
Are pleasanter to me ; 

A hollow sympathy they move, 
A passing thought employ ; 

I'd rather weep with those I love, 


Than share a stranger's joy. 


Oh, let my early friends remain, 
Forgiving fond and true ; 

I'd rather keep one faithful one, 
Than find a thousand new ; 

My early friends! though few and far, 
My heart can want no more, 

If they remain as now they are, 
Till life and thoughtare o’er. 





Who is my Neighbor? 
BY WILLIAM CUTTER. 


Tuy neighbor ? It is he whom thou 
Hast power to aid and bless— 

Whose aching heart and burning brow, 
Thy soothing hand may press. 


Thy neighbor? ’tis the fainting poor, 
Whose eyes with want are dim, 

Whom hunger sends from door to door, 
Go thou and succor him. 


Thy neighbor? ’tis that weary man, 
Whose years are at their brim, 
Bent low with sickness, care and pain — 


Go thou and 


‘omfoit dildit 


Of every earthly gem— 


Go thou and shelter them. 


Thy neighbor ? ’tis yonder slave 
Fettered in thought and limb, 

Whose hopes are all beyond the grave— 
Go thou and ransom him. 


Less favored than thine own 
Remember, ’tis thy neighbor worm, 
Thy brother or thy son. 


Oh! pass not, pass not heedless by— 
Perhaps thou can’st redeem 


Widow and orphan helpless left— 
| 


When e’er thou meet’st a human form 


SST 
Of beaming eyes and tresses gay 
Elastic form and noble brow, 
And charms—that all have passed away, 
And left them, what ae see them now ! 
And is it thus !—is human love 
So very light and frail.a thing ? 
And must youth’s brightest visions move 
Forever on Time’s restless wing ? 


Must all the eyes that still are bright, 
And all the lips that talk of bliss, 

And all the forms so fair to sight, 
Hereafter only come to this? 

Then what are Love’s best visions worth 
If we at length must lose them thus? 

If all we value most on earth, 
Ere long must fade away from us ? 





One breaking heart from misery— 
Go share thy lot with him. 








| Night and Love. 
BY BULWER. 
| 





Whew stars are in the quiet skies, 
Then must I pine for thee; 
Bend on me, th Dy thy tender ey s, 


As stars look on the sea! 


} For thoughts, like waves that glide by night, 
| Are stillest where they shine 

\ Mine earthly love lies hushed in light 

i Beneath the heaven of thine. 


Familiar watch on men, 
When coarser souls are wrapped in sleep— 
Sweet spirit, meet me then. 


There is an hour when holy dreams, 


| 
} 
| 
} 
| 
There isan hour when angels keep | 
| 
Through slumber, fairest glide, | 





| 
| 
| 
| 
And in that mystic hour it seems 
| Thou shouldst be by my side. 
| The thoughts of thee too sacred are 
For daylight’s comimonbeam ; 
| Ican but know thee as my star, | 
My angel, and my dream! 
| 
| RAT 
Tue following beautiful lines are said by the Frederick- | 
‘burgh Arena, to have originally appeared in the Evontan, | 
a periodical started about twenty years ago by the boys of | 
Eton College. For truth, tenderness and melody, they are 
jincomparable. 


I oF TEN think each tottering form 
That limps along in life’s decline, 


Once bore a heart as young, as warm 


As full of idle thoughts as mine! 


And each has had his dream of joy, 
His own unequaled pure romance ; 
Commencing, when the blushing boy 
First thrills at lovely woman’s glance. 


And each could tell his tale of youth-— 
Would think its scenes of love evince 

More passions, more unearthly truth, 
Than any tale before or since. 





Yes! they could tell of tender lays 
At midnight penned, of classic shades, 
Of days more bright than modern days—- 


Of maids more fair than modern maids. 


Of whispers in a willing ear, 
Of kisses ona blushing cheek— 
Each kiss, each whisper far too dear 
For modern lips to give or speak, 


If that one being whom we take 

From all the world, and still recur 
To all she said, and for her sake 

Feel far from joy when far from her ; 
If that one form which we adore, 

From youth to age, in bliss or pain, 
Soon withers and is seen no more— 

Why do we love—if love be vain! 





PROSPECTUS 


| 
OF THE 
| 
' 


ROGRAL REPOSITORY, 


| Devoted to Polite Literature, such as Moral and Senti- 


i} mental Tales, Original Communications, Biography, 


| Traveling Sketches, Amusing Miscellany, Humor- 
| ous and Historical Angcdotes, Poetry, \c. &c. 

On Saturday, the 23d of June, 1838, will be issued the 
first number of the Fifteenth Volume (Sizth New Scrics) 
of the Rurat Rerosrrory. 

On issuing the proposals for anew volume of the Rural 


|| Repository, the publisher tenders his most sincere acknowl- 


edgements to all Contributors, Agents and Subscribers, for 
the liberal support which they have afforded him from the 
commencement of this publication. New assurances on 
the part of the publisher of a periodical which has stood 


|| the test of years, Would seem superfluous, he will there- 


fore only say, that it will be conducted on a similar plan 
and published in the same form as heretofore, and that no 
pains or expense shall be spared to promote their gratifi 

cation by its further improvement in typographical execu 

tion and original and selected matter. 


CONDITIONS, 


| 
|} THE RURAL REPOSITORY will be published every 


other Saturday, in the Quarto form, and will contain 
twenty-six numbers of eight pages each, with a title page 
and index to the volume, making in the whole 208 pages. 
It will be printed in handsome style, on Medium paper of 
a superior quality, with good type ; making, atthe end of 
the year, @ neat and tasteful volume containing matter 
equal to one thousand duodecimo pages, which will be 
both amusing and instructive in future years. 
TERMS.—The Fifteenth volume, (Sixth New Series) 
will commence onthe 23d of June next, at the low rate of 
One Dollar per annum in advance, or One Dollar and Fifty 
Cents at the expiration of three months from the time of 
subscribing. Any person, who will remit us Five Dollars, 
free of postage, shall receive six copies, and any person, 
who will remit us Ten Dollars, free of postage, shall receive 
| twelve copies aud one copy of either of the previous vot 
umes. {7° No. subscription received for less than one 
year. 

Names of subscribers with the amount of Subscriptions 
| to be sent by the 23d of June or as soon afteras convenient, 
to the publisher, WILLIAM B. STODDARD. 

| Hudson, Columbia Co. N. Y.A838. 


|} & pr EDITORS, who wish to exchange, are respectfully 
| requested to give the above afew inseriions, or at least a 
notice, and receive Subscriptions. 


THE RURAL REPOSITORY, 
15 PUBLISHED EVERY OTHER SATURDAY, AT NUDSON N. Y. BY 
| Wim. B. Stoddard. 


It is printed in the Quarto form and will contain 
| twenty-six numbers of eight pages eac h, with a title page 
| and index to the volume. 

TERMS.— One Dollar per annum in advance, or One 
Dollar and Fifty Cents, atthe expiration of three months 
| from the time of subscribing. Any person Who will remit 
| us Five Dollars, free of postage, shall receive r copies 

and any person, Who will remit us Ten Dollars free of 

postage, Shall receive twelve copies, and one copy of either 








Of prospects, too, untime ly cro sed, 
Of pas ons slighted or betrayved— } 
? | 
Ot kindred spirits carly lost 
And bude that blossomed but to fade 


oft the previous volumes. cy No subscriptions received 


for less than one year. All the back numbers furnished 
ii to new Btlhbecribers 
| Fy’ All orders and Communications must be post] 
reccive attcnu 1 . 
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